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“Develop interest in life as you see It; 
in people, things, literature, music- a 
world is so rich, simply throbbing with — 
rich treasures, beautiful souls and | 
interesting people. Forget yourself.” 


-Henry Miller 
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Raking Day 
Sarah Fife 


There’s something about fall that 
brings memories rushing back, 

I see the myriad of color and all I 
want to do is pretend I’m five again, 
Helping my dad rake the red, yellow, 
and orange mess 

That autumn always left in the back- 
yards for us, 

With my little red rake — a perfect 
miniature of my dad’s. 


We’d spend all season watching as 
new colors spread across the trees, 
Green faded to yellow and bled 
orange and red and dusty brown, 
And we’d wait as the leaves fell, 
spiraling down to the yard, 


Transforming our dull green grass into 


an autumn-spotted painting. 


Then came the glorious day of raking, 

When my dad would climb the creaky ladder 

To retrieve our rakes from the dark and stuffy garage attic, 

With me bouncing around in anticipation, grinning like it was a holiday, 
And I guess I loved it that much, that it almost was. 


And you’ ve never really raked until you jump into the pile, 

Not until you feel the rush of running at a huge mountain of color, 
The moment right before you descend into that bed of everything au- 
tumn, 

When you’re suspended in air, legs splayed out, arms thrown up, 
Then the deafening sounds of the leaves crunching under you, 

And the ones that had shot up, falling again to bury you. 


Then my dad would pull me up out of my dry, crunchy ocean, 

And set me down on the grass, with leaves tangled in my hair, 

The once neat pile in complete disarray now, but looking inviting 
nonetheless, 

The wind sending stragglers flying off into other yeads, other piles, 
And all I want to do is pretend I’m five again, with leaves in my hair, 
Five with my dad on raking day 
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Morning 


Shot 
Zach Morel 
Endless Rain 
Manhole Madness Rachel Hammons 
Zach Morel 


It’s getting dark. 

The clouds are taking over. 
Solitude It starts with a trickle on my face. 
Jessica Pontius Then it starts to pour. 
It comes down in sheets. 
It’s hard as glass. 
The shards pierce through my skin. 
I start to melt. 


I swish and swirl down the street. 


It’s getting dark. 

The clouds are taking over. 

I start with a trickle on your face, 
Then I start to pour. 

I come down in sheets. 

I’m as hard as glass. 

My shards pierce through your skin. 
You start to melt. 


You swish and swirl down the street. 
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| Hold in my Hand 


Nick Colone 


I hold in my hand, 
Decisions of the past, 
That determine my present, 
And create my future. 
I hold in my hand, 
My cause, 

My effect, 

My solution. 

I hold a rock, 

My foundation. 

I hold a tree, 

My shelter. 

I hold a future, 
My future, 

My world. 


Magical Hands 


Kayla Price 


Mrs. Nolan 


Ellie Carolus 


There is always a teacher that sticks in the mind of a student long after they’ ve been in class with that teacher. 
I have a few of those. The ones who make you learn even when you didn’t really want to. The ones who didn’t 
give a lot of homework and laughed and joked with the students. But the most special teacher is one who 
teaches you a lesson that extends beyond the classroom. This is about that teacher. 

Set the stage: It was during fifth period on the first day of school of eighth grade, an exceptionally warm 
August day in Tennessee. The heavy summer heat tugged on everyone’s skin, a teasing reminder the refreshing 
community pool was only a memory. Everyone filed in the classroom and methodically chose a seat. I stared 
lazily out the window wishing that I could feel the breeze I saw blowing outside. I turned my head and drank in 
my first impression of the woman who was going to be teaching my Reading class for the next nine months. 

Her back was to us as she wrote on the board. She was a tall woman wearing a loose cotton skirt, a long 
sleeved chambray shirt and these ridiculous hiking boots. She looked rather warm for the humid weather. She 
had dirty blonde hair curling wildly to her midback. She turned and spoke with a Southern belle drawl. “Hello 
mah hunnnies, I am Mrs. Nolan!” I couldn’t help but stare. She had the face of a woman who must have once 
been beautiful but age had settled in. Her bright amber eyes were alive, searching faces for signs of life. There 
was an enormous smile on her face as if prodding a classroom of grumpy eighth graders towards an education 
was the best thing in the world. 

I settled in and watched Mrs. Nolan introduce herself, wary of this woman. “I am not only going to teach you 
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how to read literature, | am going to teach you to read!” 
She went on to explain how important it is to learn to read 
into life. According to Mrs. Nolan, reading extends be- 
yond the printed page. It is important to learn to read into 
life so that we can extract the best possible experience for 
ourselves. On she went, the attentive-listener status drop- 
ping like a barometer in bad weather. By the end of class, 
everyone was muttering about quack teachers who always 
expect more than a passing grade. 

Mrs. Nolan’s popularity did not increase as the 
semester progressed. Students regularly made fun of her 
mannerisms. She had the habit of referring to us as her 
“precious honeys” and her future “lawyers and doctors”. 
We made fun of her cheetah print high-tops that sat col- 
lecting dust on top of her filing cabinet except for when 
she wore them for special occasions and school assem- 
blies. We laughed at how she would shove her glasses on 
top of her head and get them stuck there when she was 
excitedly explaining how to read into life by watching the 
sun rise. We snickered when she would sing Elvis songs 
whenever it was someone’s birthday. We rolled our eyes 
at her ever-present hiking boots. Whenever her name was 
mentioned we would shake our heads and laugh. In our 
eyes, she was a woman with her hands stretched toward 
some unattainable dream we didn’t understand. 

One day brought a change in my perspective on 
Mrs. Nolan. One of my fellow classmates stretched Mrs. Nolan to the limit. I don’t remember what he did or 
said that pushed her over the edge, but I will never forget those bright amber eyes snapping fire. She quietly 
told that student to see himself to the office in a voice that was full of ice. The normal giggling whispering 
undertone present amongst us was gone. We were silent, watching. Mrs. Nolan walked over to the window and 
looked out for a bit and then turned back. With sad eyes, she said, “Class illiteracy is the only possible way 
someone can claim to be ignorant and even that at best is a weak excuse. You are not illiterate. There is no 
excuse for your ignorance.” With that, she composed herself and went on teaching, but with a stiffer form. 

After that day, I listened to Mrs. Nolan. I really listened to what she had to say. I saw her for what she really 
was: a woman intent on backing us stubborn mules for no personal benefit but for the greater good of us all. I 
learned a lot after I started listening. When she started calling us her precious honeys and her lawyers and 
doctors, I didn’t roll my eyes. I realized she was putting more of her faith in us. When she pushed her glasses 
excitedly on her head, instead of watching them get tangled in her hair, I learned how to read into life by watch- 
ing the sun rise. When she laced up her cheetah high tops, I learned what really makes a special occasion. She 
wore them when she planted a tree on Earth Day. When she sang Elvis songs on birthdays, I didn’t laugh at her 
silliness. I saw what she was celebrating. I watched and listened, not quite understanding but always learning. 

It came to me, being three years out of class. She was interested in beginnings. It all fits. The sunrise sym- 
bolizes the beginning of a new day. Earth Day: planting new life. The birthday songs; she was celebrating our 
beginnings into the world. The pet names for us, doctors and lawyers: the beginning of our future. In order to 
truly read into life, we must have a good beginning. She was trying to help us start down the right path that 
would bring us what is best. And in order to read into life, we must take notice of the things around us and 
watch and learn from them. 

I have not seen Mrs. Nolan since I moved away from Tennessee. I do not know where she is or if she is still 
instructing her students in reading more than literature. Mrs. Nolan is not the funniest or the smartest or the 
coolest teacher I have ever had. All I know is that she is one of the most important. Because Mrs. Nolan taught 
me how to read. 
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’m Still Kari 


Jenna Tucker 


I took a deep breath in as I sat in the car, and a 
familiar smell immediately sank into my lungs; the 
scent of stale lavender and vanilla. I put the key in 
the ignition, turned it to the right, and the 
soundtrack to someone else’s life began to play. 
Seeing my breath in the vacant space, I turned the 
heat on and lay back in the seat. I could see every 
star for miles, and I started to think of how different 
life was going to be. The flowers hanging from the 
rear view mirror brought back memories of home- 
coming and summertime. An empty guitar case in 
the backseat reminded me of how jealous I was of 
not being musically inclined. But that did not matter 
anymore. 

I closed my eyes. Before now, minutes could pass 
and I wouldn’t have been the wiser; now every 
second is agonizingly slow. I began to form images, 
images that never seemed important until now. I 
thought of making pizzas and sundaes for late night 
James Dean marathons. Going water skiing on 
vacation and never being able to get up on the first 
try. Morning runs to try to get in shape followed by 
pancakes and gummy worms. I remembered laugh- 
ing so hard I cried. I wanted to cry then, but I 
couldn’t anymore. I couldn’t keep drowning a 
lifetime with my tears. It was time to step outside 
myself, time to venture outside of Kari and remind 
everyone how great the last 17 1/2 years had been. 

I got out of the car and stepped around to the 
passenger side. As I ran my hand over the body of 
the car I immediately saw the headlights. I saw 
myself sitting at the light; I felt my head turn right to 
see the blinding light growing closer and closer when 
it should have been stopping. I could smell the thick 
cloud of whiskey and hear the wind singing to me, 
“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.” But the one thing I couldn’t 
remember was the impact. I couldn’t feel the crash 
that killed me inside. I could still smell the gas, hear 
the screaming, see the terror in her face, but I couldn’t 
feel anything. 

When I opened my eyes, I couldn’t help but stare at 
the compacted metal. How could this have happened? 
How could so much of what happens in life depend on 
a stop light? How could someone else’s irresponsibil- 
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Car of Yesterday 


Pam Miles 


ity and rash decision making effect who lives and who 
dies in just an instant? 

I was driving her car that night. It was a long drive 
and she was exhausted. She took off her seatbelt for a 
minute, just so she could get comfortable. Then she 
was gone. Now it is just me. I know she would have 
preferred it to be this way, and I know I can’t keep 
blaming myself. I miss Amanda and I wish she were 
here, but now I have to find her inside myself to have 
the courage to move on. 
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Drinking and Driving 
Rachael Gravelin 


One night I decided to drink and drive; 

Little did I know that I wouldn’t survive. 

Smiling cheerfully I got into my car; 

Little did I know I wouldn’t get very far. 

I didn’t listen to what my friends had to say; 

Little did I know that I'd die today. 

I didn’t think much when I got to that curve; 

Little did I know that my car was about to swerve. 
_ Then my car started to tumble; 

Little did I know my chest would crumble. 

I started to hear the ambulance coming; 

Little did I know my heart would stop running. 

Would the ambulance be too late? 

Little did I know, that was my fate. 

The last thing I heard was someone screaming; 

Little did I know I wasn’t dreaming. 

I didn’t even have time to pray; 

Little did I know I had a lot to say. 

No one will ever know how I feel; 

Little did I know that this was for real. 

I wish that I could change this time; 

Little did I know, drinking and driving is a deadly crime. 
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Riding 


Ellie Carolus 


The afternoon sun filters in onto the dash 


Making the dust dance lazily and 
Slowly float, 
Settle, 


Onto the foot which is resting comfortably. 


Contented eyes drift through the sunglasses 


Out the window 

To the trees galloping past. 
Blink. 

They are slowing their mad dash 
For a stop sign up ahead. 


One thumb rests on the knee 
Tapping the tune 

Rolling out of the speakers 
Clink. 

The swaying keys keep time. 


The breeze is rushing in 
Fluttering around loose hair. 
Ding. 

The needle has dropped to Empty, 
seemingly by the wind. 

Starting, with its reminder. 


A gas station appears. 
The car is filled. 
And on we drive. 


Winter's Day 


Ariel Case 


Where the Sidewalk 
Begins 
Brittany Albertson 


I took a walk today 


and saw the world through this lens I have chosen. 


and saw that the world is not free. 
Not free to feel the wind blow by 

or to taste the cotton candy sky. 
I took a walk today 

and saw who I[ am, 

and wondered who Ill be. 
I took a walk today 

and saw all the cages, 

and so many blank pages. 


I took a walk today, our of fear of who I'd be if I stayed. 


I took a walk today 
and was scared of this so-called honesty, 
and wished to fly. 
and felt regret, 
and found myself fumbling for what’s next. 
I took a walk today 
and tried to classify, 
and couldn’t think of why. 
and wondered when the circling would end, 
and asked myself- What if I bend? 
I took a walk today 
and I reached out, 
but I found myself lost. 
I took a walk today 
and calculated the cost, 
and almost wished that I was weak. 
and wondered what it’d be like to be meek. 


I took a walk today 
and was filled with fear 
and contemplated, 
“With what I’ve done, where do I go from here?” 
I took a walk today 
and a woman made me smile 
and it was then I realized that, 
“This is still worth while.” 
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The Sky’s the Limit 


Ariel Case 
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Tearing Pieces 
of Each Other 


Samantha Dangler 


Tearing pieces of each other 
Taking little pictures to keep 
Holding them close at heart 


Taking them out for a quick peep 


Tearing pieces of each other 
Taking them for the long run 
Storing the pieces in secret places 


To take out and remember the fun 


Tearing pieces of each other 
Taking them to have for always 
Looking at them when missing 


That one when gone for days 


Tearing pieces of each other 
Taking the parts we love best 
Building the future with pieces 


Of each other to make a nest 


Tearing pieces of each other 
Taking just what we see 
Forever living deep inside 


Only opened with a special key 


Reflection 


Ellie Carolus 
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The Sixth Sense Yon 


Latricia Stults 


Cate Deventer 


In elementary school, we are taught that humans have five senses, when, in fact, we possess a sixth. 
Where would society be without this useful tool? Furthermore, what is it? 

The Webster Dictionary will tell you that imagination is “the formation of a mental image of something 
that is neither perceived as real nor present to the senses.” This is a faulty definition. Imagination is much 
more than simply a “perceived image.” 

Imagination is the ability to get out of reality; to drift in the clouds or bask in the sun until it pleases us to 
return. Reality can be harsh, but imagination is like clay; we can mold it to whatever shape fits us best at the 
present moment. 

Imagination enables us to see worlds that we’ve never seen before, but not necessarily fictional worlds, as 
many people believe. We can tame lions in the heart of Africa, parasail along the coast of New Zealand, or 
fight our way through the jungles of Brazil. With the use of imagination, we can go anywhere and do 
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anything that our hearts desire, if only for a moment. 

Imagination lets us see things that could be. Not in the sense of divination, but in the sense of creativity. We 
can look at a blank piece of paper and fill it with endless possibilities of stories and poems, hopes and fears, 
colors and shapes, joys and sorrows, without ever actually putting them onto the paper. We can perceive. 

Imagination is dreaming. It’s planning out events to come in our minds so that we know exactly what it is 
that we want and exactly how we want it to be. Imagination is our dream wedding, our perfect house, and our 
wonderful children. Imagination is our 
future. 

Imagination is our complete and total 
human nature. We, as humans, were not 
meant to live in a world that we do not 
like. Imagination enables us to dream 
about better places, chances, lives, and 
then, it lets us find them. 


Truth 


Derek Brown 


Truth 
What is it? 
How is it defined? 
How do you separate it from lies? 
Are things true for some and false for others? 
Are these words true for you 

Or do they seem fake and distant? 
Are dreams true 

Or just bits of fiction 

In our imaginations? 
Is God as real as this paper in your hands 

Or as fake as the Gods of the Greeks? 
Are the mysteries of the world 


Lies made my people who enjoy playing with the mind 
Or truths that have been hidden from us? 

Do we seek it with our minds Believe 
Or do we seek it with our hearts? Anastasia Makridakis 


How can you define truth? 
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The Door 


Derek Brown 


When you open the door 
Where do you go 

What do you see 

Do roses grow 

The moment the seed is planted 
Or is the soil unfit 

To give it life 

Are the trees flush with 
Brilliantly 

Colored leaves 

Or are they all 

Burned and scarred 

With all the leaves 

Dead and hard 

On the forest floor 

Does the sun always shine 
On all the people 

Forever young 

Or do clouds blacken the sky 
And ceaselessly rain down 
On all the people 

Crippled and old 

Is there love blooming 

In every field 

In every flower 

Or has hate 

Turned these beautiful fields 
Into bloodstained graves 
Of countless innocents 

Do you see that perfect world 
That we all dream of 

That we all want 

And can never have 

Or that world 

That’s dead and gone 
That we all fear 

And may one day get 

Or does every door 

Take you where it should 
Never 

Take you where it could 


The Green Door 
Emily Branning 


Torn Between Two Lives 


Nicholaus Colone 


So many things come and go, 

that people just ignore. 

How about a little boy’s choice, 
between two houses, two front doors 


The judge asks the question, 

The boy sobs into his sleeve, 

How he wishes he could turn and run, 
Just run and hide and leave, 


It hurts a lot to choose, 

And he tries really hard, 

But he just can’t decide, 

Between two houses, two backyards. 
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On one hand 1s his dad, 
The male figure in his life, 
The other one has mom, 
Who is a great housewife. 


The court’s make him choose, 
But he’d rather not decide. 

How can he possibly choose, 
Between two parents, two lives? 
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Attack of the Pizza Guy 


Christa Cole 


Twenty-four year old Seymour Oswald knew it was going to be one of those nights when he peeked into his 
refrigerator. It reminded him of a barren wasteland. Well, not completely barren. A fuzzy, discolored orange 
was stashed away in the back, left in there for what he guessed was a couple months. 

He shuddered, wishing he had saved up enough money to buy groceries rather than waste it while partying 
with his friends. Now it was almost 8 p.m., and there he was in his run-down apartment with nothing to eat. 

He looked at the phone book left out on the kitchen table, and a wonderful idea came to mind. What better 
way to feed oneself without having to leave than to order a pizza? He smiled at his brilliance and strolled over 
to the life-saving book and flipped through it to find the closest pizza parlor. 

Giovanni’s Pizzeria-Guaranteed you’ll love our pizza! 

Call 567-3467 

Seymour snatched the phone off the hook and dialed the number. 

“Hello? Yes, Id like to order a large pizza with lots of cheese, sausage, and pepperoni. Hmm- 
mmm...twenty minutes? Okay! See you then,” he hung up, feeling satisfied with his order. Even though 
twenty minutes seemed like a long wait, it would be well worth it. A lot more worth it than eating that fuzzy 
orange. 

As 8:20 rolled around, the sound of his doorbell buzzing was like music to his ears. The hungry man quickly 
stumbled off his soda and hurried to the door, swinging 
it open. A man just a little taller than he was stood 
before him, wearing the standard Giovanni’s Pizzeria . 
uniform. In his arms he carried a delicious-smelling 66 99 ’ 
pizza, along with a liter of his favorite soda. Oh no, the pizza guy 

“Are you Seymour Oswald?” The man spoke in a 


nasal voice, which caught him off guard. responded, “don’t be 


“Uh, yeah,” he answered. The pizza guy wrinkled 
his nose as if he had an itch. W 

“That'll be seventeen dollars and twenty cents, “ he SOITY. ec have a Way of 
replied. Seymour retreated back into his room and 


searched through his wallet laying. There were plenty : dealing with non-paying 


of useless credit cards, sets of notes and receipts, but he ss 
couldn’t find a single penny. 
What!? That’s impossible! I couldn’t be that broke! : customer S. 
He turned his head at the pizza guy, who was stand- 
ing impatiently, and smiled politely. 
“IT must have misplaced my money, it’Il only take a second,” he said. He went to his bedroom and began 


frantically looking in every spot possible for a few dollars. So far, he’d only been able to collect a couple 
misplaced quarters. Defeated, he marched out and looked at the pizza guy. He swallowed and gave a nervous 


laugh. 
“Um, there’s been a slight problem. It turns out I don’t have any money to pay for the pizza. I’m really 
sorry,” he said. 


“You can’t pay?” the pizza guy asked, a frightful expression crossing the man’s features. Seymour hesitated 
before answering. 

“No. I’m really sorry for making you come all the way out here,” he responded, “I really thought I had 
money.” 

“Oh no,” the pizza guy responded, “don’t be sorry. We have a way of dealing with non-paying customers.” 

A twisted grin appeared in place of the once unhappy frown that was written across the pizza guy’s face. It 
didn’t take long before the plaster-made apartment door slammed shut, separating the two men. 

Seymour tugged his short collar nervously as he turned down from the door. He was quite embarrassed, as 
well as spooked. His stomach growled in dissatisfaction over his failed mission to get food. 

“What am I going to do?” he asked himself. He surveyed his surroundings, catching a glimpse of a shadow 
at the window. Against his better judgement, he moved closer and could’ ve sworn that he saw the outline of a 
man holding a pizza box. He didn’t have the chance to get a second look, as the shallow quickly vanished 
below the window, letting out a muffled shriek as it fell. 

He backed away from the window, now feeling a little more afraid. It could have been his imagination; it had 
to be his imagination. His eyes trailed to the clock, which read 8:35 p.m. 
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He walked over and checked his peephole. The pizza guy was gone, but he couldn’t have made it to the 
window in such a short amount of time. There was always the option of calling the superintendent, but what 
was he going to say? That the pizza delivery guy as stalking him? 

Sighing loudly, he went over and collapsed on his bed. He rubbed his temples, feeling drowsy. Seeing how  — 
he wouldn’t be eating tonight, he might as well try to get some sleep. After all, he could always get breakfast in — 
the morning. He flopped over on his side, not even bothering with his before bedtime ritual. His eyes slowly 
fell shut and the young man slept. 

It wasn’t long until he awoke to the sound of his growling stomach, and the strange scent that drifted from 
somewhere inside his apartment. He sat up and glanced at his clock- 8:46. 

He stumbled onto his feet, curiosity growing as the smell became more apparent. It smelled like cheese, 
pepperoni, and sausage. 

His favorite kind of pizza toppings. 

A little more than worried, he exited his bedroom to find the source of the smell. His nose led him to the 
kitchen, where from the vents came the scent he knew too well. 

“Seeeeymooour...” a soft voice whispered. He whipped his head around, but there was no one in sight. He 
slowly turned his attention back to the vent, then jerked his head around just to make sure someone wasn’t 
sneaking up on him. As he bent down to examine the vent, he heard a loud noise followed by the rattling of his 
door. 

Seymour jumped in surprise and dashed over to the door. He peered out to find the pizza delivery guy stand- 
ing outside, wielding a long, blunt object. It looked like a pipe, but he couldn’t be sure. What he was sure of 
was that if his door was broken down by this psychopath, not only was he in danger- he was going to be paying 

an arm and a leg for the damages on that door. 
The pizza delivery guy seemed too preoccupied with 
breaking into his apartment to notice he was being watched. 
Seymour backed away, his mind in a panic. He ran to the 
He peered out to kitchen, pulling open drawers and rifling through them. 
Papers, small clips, batteries, and other little knick-knacks 
e clattered against the white tiles. He needed to find something 
find the p1ZZa to defend himself with. Anything that could help him. 
Out the corner of his eye, through the torrent of papers, a 
. small rectangular piece of paper floated past. Hoping it was 
delive what he thought it was, he lunged for it. The paper flew 
ry guy tauntingly out of his grasp and into the mess down below. He 
: A dropped to his knees, cursing his lack of organization, and 
standin outside began searching for the paper. His eyes traveled to the edge 
= 9 of the kitchen, where the refrigerator touched the wall. The 
paper had nestled itself near it. He scooped up the paper, and 
: ] din ] newfound hope filled him. 
wie £ a ong, It was a blank check. 
The clock on his kitchen wall switched from 8:49 to 8:50 as 
. the banging grew louder. The young man leapt to his feet, 
blunt obj ect. snatched a pen from the disarray, and hurried to the door. He 
flung it open. 
“Stop! Stop! Ihave a check!” he cried as the pipe came 
within inches of his face. The pizza delivery guy said noth- 


a a ee ee 


ing, but pierced him with a murderous glare. 

“T’ve got it right here,” Seymour held the check in a shady hand, “now please, stop this madness!” 

The pizza delivery guy did not look satisfied, “we don’t take checks.” 

A sick feeling overcame him as he stared the pipe-wielding maniac in the eyes. The pizza delivery guy gave 
him an exasperated look, and to Seymour’s surprise, picked up the pizza box laying on the floor and shoved it 
into his hands. 

“However,” he said, his voice leaking with venom, “if we can’t deliver a pizza within thirty minutes, it’s 
free.” 

It took a few minutes for his words to register into Seymour’s mind. Had it only been thirty minutes? He felt 
like this nightmarish ordeal had lasted for hours. 

“T-I- It’s free?” He stammered. The pizza delivery guy nodded. 

“Yes. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have better, more valuable customers to attend to,” and with that, he 
turned from Seymour and stormed off. Seymour looked at the warm box in his hands, and at the liter of soda 
next to his door. He bent down to pick up the soda, and noticed it felt rather warm. 

It was at that moment he swore he heard maniacal laughter from down the hall. 
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All Smiles 
Samantha Goldsberry 
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Daddy's Little Girl 


Rachael Gravelin 

Daddy’s little girl 

But not the girl that daddy knew 
Daddy would freak 

If he knew all the stuff I do 

So I keep all my little secrets 

To myself 

And pretend that I’m superwoman 
With all her stealth 

I creep in and out 

Of my little brown house 

I’m so quiet 

I could beat a mouse 

I go from party to party 

Having some fun 

I stay out all night 

Till I think I’m done 

Then I creep back in my little room 
Smiling to myself 

Wondering what daddy thinks of me 


To himself 
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It Happened To Me 


Jenna Costello 


It’s nothing that matters, 
That no one cares. 

Until the day, 

They feel the glares. 

No big deal, 

Not a huge thing, 

Until it happens to you, 
Then it’s everything. 
The poor little girl, 
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Stuck inside, 

She wants to breathe, 
But has to hide. 

We ignore the truth, 

On something so real, 
Then we turn our heads- 
It is a big deal. 

Left on the inside, 


Nothing but coal. 
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Investigating 
Brittany Albertson 


You broke my body, 

Right through my soul. 
How could it happen, 

To me or you? 

I fell like nothing, 

On pink days I’m blue. 

It’s not for attention, 

It’s not for sympathy. 

It’s the straightforward fact- 
It happened to me. 


Unable 


Robin Sitcler 


I’m unable to move 

Staring at the fire in my own eyes 
Transfixed 

I’m unable to breathe 

Heart stopped still at the cold breath 
Of the voice in my mind 

I’m unable to see 

Through the pounding sounds of 
Thunder in the sky above me 

I’m unable to be 

What I wished for forever with the 
Freedom of confinement 

I’m unable to feel 

The thoughts of my own mind 
Triggered by memory 

I’m unable to write 

In spider webs across a page 


What inspired the actions of a thought 


I’m unable to reckon 

Time in a place unknown 

Where a shimmer of a star is a year 
I’m unable to understand 


The movements of my thoughts journeying 


To places I dared not visit 

I’m unable to become 

What whispers have told me is right 
Suppressing all that’s left of me 
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Then and Now 


Alethea Russell 


If someone asked me 

if I knew what I now know then 

would I take this road again? 

I'd answer with a simple “yes” 

holding onto the sorrow and happiness that shaped my life. 
Looking back in retrospect 

giving time to reflect on the part of life called “the past’ 

I think to myself 

that was me then 

Innocent, naive, caught up in a dream. 

I was eventually chased by nightmares 

ghosts lining in my head 

a blurry vision 

and negative images. 

But look at me now 

a result of my triumphs and shortcomings, clear-minded, and free. 
May my actions say what my mouth does not speak. 

And don’t take my kindness for weakness. 

For I am strong, because the pain could not kill me. 

I am bold, because I fear no one but God. 

I am wise, because the street told me what the books left out. 
I am understanding, because that’s what love is about, 
Living is about learning 

and what great lessons have I learned. 

Great lessons have | taught. 

They opened my heart and advanced my thought. 

So no matter what I have been through 

I know that everything happens for a reason. 

There are more roads for me to explore 

and I’ve been thinking only about the future and what it holds. 
I know I can overcome anything. 

There is beauty in growing old. 
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One Short Walk Zach Mo 


Janice Koogler 


A Short Walk, To Meet 


Applause Applause 
Hands Steps 
Paper Pride 
Pride and the 
Steps Last High 
My name 0S CROOES tee eee 
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The World is Like a... 


Carlena Jones 


The sunrise is like a cascade of waterfalls 
With bright blue and brilliant white flowing together. 
The sunset is like a giant rose 
With different colors and shades. 
The night is like a downpour of black flowers 
With its gift to gather silence and aromas. 
The stars are like a shower of diamonds 
With bright flickering dots spread out over the atmosphere. 
The moon is like a girl changing her appearance 

With its ever-changing shape. 

The sky is like a cloak covering the world 

With its comfortable looking puffs of clouds. 
The trees are like bards 
With its continuous rasping and scraping of its branches. 
The sun is like a seat of power 
With its superiority to the other planets. 
The fog is like a blanket covering the earth 
With its greyness surrounding everything. 
The mist is like a sprinkle of crystals 
With its glistening motion. 


The rain is like a weeping girl 


With its gloomy air. 
The earth is like a cold man 
With its quakes and tremors. 
The snow is like a feather pillow 
With its whiteness and fluffiness. 
The air is like a baby 
With its freshness and softness. 
The wind is like a flute that is playing the song of everything 


With its musical melody and harmony. 
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They Call This Home 


Brittany Albertson 


Her story is one of tragedy awaiting triumph. 
Her pain is one of being untouched and in despair. 
They said they would help and work together. 


They said this is not a thing that could last forever. 


But in each attempt, slowly and alone, 

There is something so hollow, so incomplete. 
This is not a goal worth fighting for, 

It is not one that can be won. 


Thirsty Cat 


Kayla Price 


Wrapped in color, masked by grey, 

Drowning in each word she cannot say. 

There is something there they cannot see, 

If only they could allow themselves to see that the person 
lost is me. 


Cuffed and found but not turned around, 
Wishing and hoping for some new way. 
A way to be free of all this burden, 

A means to let go and forgive. 


A time when there will not be such anger, 
A place where there can be a love, 

A love and comfort 

In which I could live. 
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“Think of all the 
beauty still left 

around you and 
be happy.” 


-Anne Frank 


Lighthouse 
Ethan Strimple 
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